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And as if his tappings on "Dor-Marth's" head, were not em-
phatic enough to satisfy his desire for something normal and
calming, he now began chanting aloud the actual words of the
tune he tapped.
But Wizzie, who had not seen that quivering of his lip, at
once assumed that this "Shall We Gather at the River ?" was an
impatient outburst of gross masculine ribaldry, indulged in at
the expense of her silly girlish tears. In any case, even if she had
seen his underlip tremble, she would still have been totally
astray as to the nature of the relief he got from chanting "Shall
We Gather at the River ?" with such unnecessary vehemence.
What she did, anyway, was to sit up at once, open her elegant
hand-bag, take out from its silky recesses a handkerchief Popsy
had given her on her twenty-second birthday, and proceed to
dry her wet cheeks.
"What was it, sweetheart?" inquired D. tenderly; and leav-
ing his beast, who certainly, in the dim light of that cloudy day,
looked as if it well might be what he had told Nance it was,
he went over to her side and stood, after his fashion, close to
the mantelpiece, with his arm extended along half the length
of its bare surface.
She did not reply at once, but stared, across his long legs,
frowningly at the fire.
"God! what a brute I am!" he suddenly cried, clapping his
hand to his pocket. "I never gave you a cigarette." This lapse
in his hospitality having been rectified, and what was to her a
quite irrelevant explanation gone into as to why he never smoked
himself in the afternoon, she slowly lifted her small head and
looked straight up at him.
"I was thinking of our life, D.," she said. "It's not what it
ought to be—but I've never been	" she spoke in a low and
intense voice, while what colour she had slowly left her cheeks
in the effort her words cost her.
She saw that his face expressed bewildered astonishment and
a miserable childish disappointment, and what she saw froze
the words in her throat. How could she ever explain to a man
like this ? It was like snatching from Lovie, without a possibility
of making her understand, something that she thought was
hers to keep forever!
"Tell me what it is, Wizzl For God's sake, tell me what's
wrong with you to-day? Is it him—is it Old Funky?**

